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ROBERT'S PROTECTOR 


Midor is just a common mutt of a 
dog, but he’s been the talk of the town 
lately, and for a good reason. 

You see, some months ago Midor elected 
himself Robert’s protector. No one asked 
him to. He just decided to do it on his 
own. 

Then one day last January, when Rob- 
ert was exactly nineteen months old, Midor 
really proved his worth. 

Robert had a little kiddie car, and he was 
having the grandest time pushing it all 
around his yard in central Africa. But he 
got tired of that and wandered out the 
gate and down the street. Midor followed 
right behind him. 

Then he came to the railroad tracks. 

It was the main line from Salisbury to 
Bulawayo, and a train was coming. 

























Robert started across. 

Somehow the wheels of-the car tangled 
in the rails and wouldn’t go any farther. 
Robert pushed and pulled, he shook and 
tugged, but the car would not come loose. 

The engineer saw him struggling there. 
He pulled hard on the whistle cord and 
slammed on the brakes. He knew he 
couldn’t possibly stop in time, but he would 
do his best. The whole train shuddered and 
groaned, the skidding wheels shrieked, slid- 
ing along the rails, the whistle screamed its ae: 
warning. 

And Robert held on to his kiddie car, tug- 
ging at it, shaking it, pulling it, pushing 
it, trying to save it. And the train was only 
sixty feet away. 

Poor little Robert. There was no one to 
tell him the kiddie car didn’t really matter. 
There wasn’t anyone near enough to help 
him. 

Except Midor! That crossbreed bull ter- 
rier had been watching all the time. He 
hadn’t interfered before because he knew 
it wasn’t his job to tell human beings what 
to do. 

But when the train was only fifty feet 
away, Midor decided he had waited long 
enough. In a flash of fur, he leaped in front 
of Robert and bodily pushed him off the 
track, then leaped clear himself. 

It wasn’t a moment too soon. With a 
noise like thunder the train roared by, 
crunching the little kiddie car beneath its 
great wheels. 

The engineer managed to stop a few 
hundred feet farther up the track and 
rushed back to see how the little boy was. 
He was lying by the track. But he was safe 
and sound with only a few bruises to tell | 
of his escape from death—thanks to his 
faithful protector. 

I wondered, as I read that story, if any 
of us Juniors are holding on to things 
we ought to let go of. The end of the 
world is rushing on us just like that train, 
and if we are holding on to any bad habits 
and sinful practices, we should let go of 
them. It would be a good idea to ask Jesus 
to push us away from them, if necessary. 


Your friend, 


om Wrxesel 





THE LOST BOAT 


By KENNETH 


H, BOY—she’s a beaut!” 

Ray was sitting on the edge of the 
workshop bench watching his friend’s clever 
fingers knotting and fastening the twine, and 
setting the rigging of his model sailing ship. 

Terry heard, and a smile of satisfaction 
spread across his face. Although deep down 
inside he was nearly bursting with happiness 
and pride over the completing of the model, 
he tried to look as though making a boat 
was the easiest thing in the world. 

Ray’s eyes shone with real admiration, and 
he said again, “Oh, boy—she’s a beaut!” 

She was too, for the hull gleamed with 


The wind caught the boat and blew it out to sea. 
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varnish, a thin red stripe marked the water 
line, and the heavy keel was painted a shiny 
black. Terry straightened up with a grunt of 
satisfaction. The snow-white sails were fin- 
ished. 

“She looks better than the ones in the toy 
stores! When are you going to try her out?” 

Terry grinned. “Would you like to come 
to the official launching tomorrow on the 
beach?” 

“Would I just! You say the time and I'll 
be there.” And he was. 

The miniature waves corrugated out be- 

To page 16 


Terry tried to follow, but the water was too deep. 
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Teddy knew what night on the rock could mean. 


He hoped someone would come before darkness fell. 


THE TIDE WILL NEVER WAIT 


Vy IVY R. DOHERTY 


[F WE could just get across that stretch 
of water to Pilot Rock I'll bet you I could 
catch the most fish, and the biggest ones you 
kids ever saw!” Billy Joe told the two nine- 
year-old boys standing on the sandy beach 
beside him, his chest poked away out be- 
cause he felt himself so much older and 
wiser and cleverer than small boys five years 
younger than himself. 

“What about us?” put in Teddy. “You 
think that because you are big you can do 
everything, and you think you know every- 
thing, too.” 

“There’s one thing he doesn’t know that 
we do!” chimed in Larry. “He doesn’t know 
what we know! Big city boys don’t know 
that when the tide is at its lowest there’s 
not a pint of water on that sand bar that 
runs right over to Pilot Rock. Then you can 
walk straight over on dry ground like the 
children of Israel crossing the Red Sea, and 
there you are on Pilot Rock, and if you 
know anything at all about fishing you'll 
catch a fish, and if you know a lot about 
fishing, then you'll sure get a big haul.” 

Billy Joe’s eyes were open wide with sur- 
prise and then anticipation. He wanted to 
believe what the younger boys claimed, but 
he did not want them to think they knew 
more than he did. 

“How do you know you can walk across? 
Ever been over, yourselves?” He tried not 
to sound too interested. 

“Of course,” laughed Teddy. “We go with 
Daddy quite often. That is the best fishing 


place about here, Daddy says, and he ought 
to know because he is the best fisherman 
for a hundred miles around.” 

Billy laughed, a little scornfully. “That's 
what you think. Other people probably have 
different ideas. Anyway, how is the tide 
now, going out or coming in?” 

The two small boys looked at him a little 
pityingly because of the ignorance he dis- 
played. 

“Look here, Billy Joe! Don’t you know 
how to tell whether the tide is coming in 
or going out? You come here and I'll show 
you.” They walked up the beach to where 
there was a curvy, but distinct watermark 
where the highest wave had reached on the 
beach. Above that mark the sand was per- 
fectly dry. Below the mark the sand was 
slightly damp, and as they went farther down 
the beach toward the water's edge, the sand 
became damper and harder until their feet 
did not sink at all. 

“Well, what do you think about the tide, 
now?” asked Larry, looking up into Billy 
Joe’s eyes, and feeling very well pleased 
with his superior knowledge. 

“I'd say it is well on the way out,” offered 
Billy Joe. 

“And you'd be right, too. When the tide 
is coming in, the waves keep licking farther 
and farther up the beach until there is al- 
most no beach left. You know it is going 
out now, too, because the waves don’t seem 
in a very big hurry and each one gets a lit- 
tle more tired and doesn’t reach as far as 
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the last few. Fun to watch the waves and 
the tide, isn’t it?” 

“How long will the tide be low enough for 
us to get across to Pilot Rock?” asked Billy 
Joe, who was growing more enthusiastic by 
the minute about making this special Red 
Sea journey to the huge rock jutting out of 
the ocean. 

Larry looked at Teddy for the answer. 
“About an hour, maybe.” 

“Then what’s holding us up?” asked Billy 


Joe. “We have lines and rods and bait and 


I'm svre your mother wouldn’t mind you 
going with a boy as big as I am. Come on, 
let’s get going while the tide is in our favor.” 

Grabbing up their fishing tackle as though 
the tide would suddenly decide to turn and 
race up the beach just to spite them, they 
started in to the sparkling, lacy waves that 
adorned the beach. Then Teddy pulled on 
Larry's sweater. “Listen, the tide may not 
be out far enough, yet. We are smaller than 
Billy Joe, so why don’t we let him go first 
to try the depth? If it goes above his waist, 
it won't be safe for us.” 

Billy Joe felt a little creepy about being 


turned into a guinea pig in front of Larry 
and Teddy, who seemed to know so much 
more than he did about this part of the 
world. After all, it was their world, not his. 
He'd hate them to be able to call him 
chicken, though, so he turned and entrusted 
his precious fishing gear to Larry, and roll- 
ing up his jeans legs as far as they would 
go above his knees, he waded forth, imagin- 
ing himself a William the Conqueror plung- 
ing into the waters off an English beach. 
He took it slowly at first, and then more 
daringly, until he went the whole forty yards 
that brought him to Pilot Rock. 

With a very smug feeling of achievement, 
he turned to Larry and Teddy, and cupping 
his hands, yelled, “Come on, you two little 
whipper-snappers. I’m not coming back for 
you. It’s all safe as can be.” He might have 
saved his breath and energy, for the wind 
was blowing out to sea, and they didn’t hear 
a word he said. 

Finally with much beckoning and gestur- 
ing he made them understand that their 
company was desired on Pilot Rock. 

To page 19 


Billy Joe stepped into the water, and sank to his armpits. The tide had turned sooner than they 
thought it would. They could not get back to land, and would have to stay all night on the rock. 
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ADVENTURES 


IN: BINTULU 


V By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 





CHAPTER 7: THE LAUGH IN THE NIGHT 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE:: 


Bintulu was proving to be an interesting place for the 
five missionary children, Ruth and Robert, Rhoda, 
Madge, and Jimmie. Most exciting had been the 
mysterious appearance of a large model boat on the 
front porch one day. And then, a little later, the 
man who had made it came and asked for _ twelve- 
year-old Ruth to be his son’s wife. Mother, of course, 
had refused his request, and the man had left. But 
would he come back and try to kidnap the girl some 
night, she wondered. And then a new mission launch 
came for Father to use, named the Sri Iban, and for 
a while the model boat and the man who wanted 
Ruth were forgotten. 


_ Sabbath the Sri Iban arrived was long 
remembered. The day was spent in re- 
counting all the perils and adventures of 
the ocean trip in that little twenty-three- 
foot launch. There had been engine trouble. 
There had been storms. There had been one 
black hour when the seasick mariners had 
despaired of ever seeing land again. One of 
the suffering men even gave a last message 
for his wife to Pastor McEachern, though 
how he expected the good minister to sur- 
vive the imminent disaster is not yet clear. 
Seasickness can have a very confusing effect 
on people when they have a bad attack of it. 

The sea had been so rough that the tiny 
cabin often had been a whirl of flying bag- 
gage, and preparation of food had been al- 
most impossible. The four sailors, home from 
the sea, were hungry. The food Mother and 
Ah Len set before them was greatly appre- 
ciated. The Chinese aunties sent over a large 
basket of fresh cakes when they saw the men 
arrive, and the whole family stood by to give 
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any help that might be needed. Ah Len 
was persuaded to sleep at their house for the 
duration of the visitors’ stay so as to leave 
more sleeping space for company. 

It was decided that Uncle Mac should 
have the bedroom at the back of the house 
usually occupied by Ah Len and- the girls. 
He explained that he must have a room 
where he could shut the door because he 
knew that both crocodiles and snakes would 
be roaming through the house at night. 

The other three men set up camp cots on 
the front veranda. If there was a reptile in- 
vasion during the night there would be sat- 
isfying meals for them on the veranda. Uncle 
Mac shut his door and had a wonderful sleep. 
So did the three on the camp cots. 

Uncle Mac’s mind was never fully at rest 
about the snakes. Daddy explained to him 
that the only snakes near Bintulu are the 
very large swamp pythons. These gigantic 
reptiles are beautiful and interesting crea- 
tures with shiny skins and such good man- 
ners that they always squeeze their victims 
to death before swallowing them. This pa- 
tient explanation from Daddy didn’t make 
Uncle Mac feel any better, but it did provide 
much amusement for everyone else. 

On Monday the Awby came and Uncle 
Mac, Brother Wearner and Harry Smith took 
passage for Singapore. Brother Altman stayed 
and as soon as the Azby had sailed he and 
Father began preparing for a trip over to 
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Tatau River to inspect the location Daddy 
had chosen for the new mission station. 
When the Sri Iban had gone and quiet 
had settled down again over the little gray 
house, the place seemed utterly lonely. For 
three days it had been filled with song and 
laughter and such hearty good cheer as only 
four genuine, cheerful Christian men can 
bring to a place. Now everything was quiet. 
Mother insisted that the children get out 
their books from the Home Study Institute 


@':: get on with their lessons. It would be 


unthinkable for the girls and Robert to grow 
up strong and healthy in their bodies and 
have nothing in their heads. They must 
learn their lessons. It was hard to settle down 
to study and get the written lessons pre- 
pared on time for each trip of the Awby, but 
Father and Mother were insistent. 

When the lessons were done and lunch 
was over Ah Len came up with an inter- 
esting request. “Please let me take the chil- 
dren over to the fort to see the crocodiles,” 
she begged. 

“But what are the crocodiles doing over at 
the fort?” Mother asked. 

“The Malays have caught them and they 
are being measured and sent up to Kuching. 
Perhaps they will even go to London to the 
z00.”” 

“Let’s go! Let’s go!” the children were 
























eager to see this interesting sight. In the 
end Mother decided to go, too, since the 
house would be unbearable with everyone 
gone. 

On the cement floor of the fort were 
three crocodiles. They ranged in length from 
six to twelve feet. Each crocodile had his 
legs drawn up over his back and securely 
tied. This made the creatures look helpless 
and stupid. They couldn’t move and their 
bulging eyes glared at the children with 
malicious interest. 

“How do the Malays catch them alive?” 
Robert asked one of the officers who was 
standing nearby, watching the children. 

“The Malay charms them with music,” he 
explained. “He has a crude violin and plays 
high squeaky notes. The crocodiles love this 
music and when they hear it they will fol- 
low it. They will even try to crawl into the 
boat so they can be near the lovely melody.” 

“Will they let the Malay tie them up?” 
Robert looked down askance at the three 
crocodiles. 

“While the music is playing the croco- 
dile can think of nothing else. He will let 
himself be tied up. The Malays can do what 
they please with him.” 

“Can they catch snakes that way, too?” 
Ruth asked the man. 

“No, I never heard of Malays doing that, 


Mother thought she saw a small figure by the gate, which uttered a noise that chilled her 


blood—a hoarse, maniacal laugh. Then all was still but the 


rustling of the palm trees. 
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but I have seen Indian jugglers handle cobras 
and even small pythons while they play 
music on a gourd or a flute.” 

After the family returned home, there 
was a lot of talk about crocodiles and snakes. 
It gave the children a pleasant feeling of 
chills and thrills to think of these dangerous 





ROLY-POLY 


y OLIVE C. LEARY 


A roly-poly puppy 

Was romping down the hill, 
When over, over, over, 

He took a tumbling spill. 


He bumped into a kitten, 
And both began to play, 
And didn't even notice 
A collie in the way. 


Around his feet they frolicked, 
And even near his nose 
When he investigated 
Their upturned, kicking toes. 


His mouth showed he was laughing, 
His ears were perking up, 

As he watched the kitten playing 
With the roly-poly pup. 
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creatures and even to imagine that some of 
them might be lurking around. Of course, 
if a snake or a crocodile had appeared the 
effect would have been quite different! 

That night there was much whispering 
and giggling before everyone settled down, 
and the house became quiet. There were 
imaginary crocodiles and pythons under ev- 
ery bed, but the children felt quite safe under 
the mosquito curtains. 

The whole fishing village knew about the 
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Sri Iban. They had seen it come in. They 
had inspected it as it lay at the wharf. They 
had seen the four white men in the village 
and knew they had come with the boat. A 
report had even been flashed as far as Ku- 
ching that the little ship had arrived in 
Bintulu. All the Malays were full of excite- 
ment over the new boat. They marked all 
its comings and goings. They saw it depart 
for Tatau River. They knew where it went. 
They knew who went with it. They couldn’t 


help knowing who was left behind in iO 


mission house. Mother thought about all this 
as she lay in her bed that night. 

The excitement of the telegram, all the 
bustle about the arrival of the boat, and the 
four interesting visitors had almost oblit- 
erated the nagging fear in Mother’s mind. 
Now it came back. She thought of the carved 
model of the Azby out on the veranda. So 
long as the little model boat was in the 
house, danger seemed to hang over the place. 
They were under some heavy obligation to 
the Malay, Pongol, who had made it. What 
he might want to make of this obligation was 
not clear, but Mother was sorry she hadn’t 
talked the matter out with Daddy and come 
to some decision. She was even more sorry 
later in the night when she heard again the 
padding footsteps on the veranda. 

This time she didn’t hesitate. She went 
out to see what was causing the disturbance. 
There was no person there, as on the former 
occasion, but again she thought she saw a 
figure—a small figure—by the gate, and she 
heard something that chilled her blood. It 
was a maniacal laugh. It rang out in the 
night with a clearness that seemed unreal. 
Then there was nothing but the night and 
the waving of the coconut palms over the 
gate. 

She went to look at the children. All were 
safe and sound asleep. She decided to say 
nothing to frighten them. Daddy would not 
be home for several days. She must do some- 
thing about this night caller. Perhaps it 
would be good to call one of the soldiers 
from the fort. 

It was then that the promises of God's 
Word became precious indeed. 

“Thou shalt not be afraid of the terror by 
night.” Kneeling by her bed in the warm 
darkness Mother prayed, and felt herself 
wrapped at last in a protection that covered 
the little house and all its sleeping inmates. 
In the early morning she fell asleep. 


(To be continued ) 
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most boys and girls are familiar with the 
taillight bug. Who is there who has not 
known the excitement of an evening chase 
to catch a bottle full of fireflies? 

In South and Central America certain 
giant lightning bugs are used as flashing 
pins on girls’ dresses. 

The most interesting thing about the light- 
ning bug is the way it signals other tail- 
light bugs to attract them to a free .meal. 
The male bug is the one usually seen flash- 
ing its light on and off above the lawn on 
a warm summer evening. The female light- 
ning bug is the glowworm of the garden 
path. She never flies in the air but stays on 
the ground, and never really grows up. 

Mrs. Lightning Bug crawls around on the 
ground until she finds a common garden 
snail. Before the snail can pull back into its 
shell, she bites it. A small amount of saliva 
gets into the bite and causes the snail to 
fall asleep—just the way ether puts a patient 
to sleep before an operation. The flashing 
body of the female firefly then attracts any 
males who may be flying around above. They 
land near the female and together join in 
a feast on the body of the sleeping snail. 
Sometimes, while helping Mother to weed 
out the flower bed, you may find an empty 
snail shell and wonder what happened to 
the snail who lived in it. The lightning bugs 
have been there before you. 

Some kinds of these insects flash their 
taillights at the same time as do all of the 
others in the neighborhood, so that about 
every ten seconds they all light up at once, 
making a spectacular show. 

These little creatures hold the secret of 
one of nature’s most mysterious puzzles. How 
does the bug turn its light on? Men of 
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The Taillight Bug 


science have studied the question for years, 
but still cannot answer it. 

It is believed now that two chemicals 
called luciferase and luciferin (named after 
Lucifer) act together to produce the light. 
However, no one has been able to put the 
two compounds together outside of the in- 
sect’s body and make them light. 

Fireflies are very small, yet the wonder- 
working power of God is revealed in them. 





JOHN A. DAVIDSON, ARTIST 


The male taillight bug flies from leaf 
to leaf while the female hunts for food. 


JUNE 1, 1955 / 9 





PATHFINDERS MOVE FORWARD IN 


AUSTRALIA 


GEORGE W. ROLLO, Reporting 


Po ens circle the world these days. 
To prove it, take a look at what is happen- 
ing in Australia. Pathfinders there are really 
moving ahead. 

They are divided into two large divisions, 
junior Pathfinders and senior Pathfinders. 
For a year they have been meeting on 
Wednesday and Saturday nights, shaping 
lumps of clay, and pieces of leather, balsa 
wood, and cane. And there have been gym- 
nastics, and games, too, as a pleasant diver- 
sion. 

The Pathfinders put on a fair a while ago 
in the city of Adelaide. Everything was pre- 
sented with faultless precision and the dis- 
plays showed superior craftsmanship. 

During the evening there were demonstra- 
tions of gymnastics, in which all the junior 
Pathfinders moved in perfect unison. There 
were also/exhibitions of lifesaving and arti- 


ficial respiration, in 
which four teams of 
senior —_ Pathfinders 
moved like clock- 
work. 

Then, while the 
band played, the hun- 
dreds of visitors inspected 
the booths, which displayed 
model airplanes, ceramics, bas- 
ketry, shells, birds’ eggs, leath- 
ercraft, and other hobbies. 

The man chiefly respon- 
sible for directing these Path- 
finder activities is Pastor Wil- 
fred Rudge. 

Even bigger things are be- 
ing planned for next year, 
and you can expect to hear 
from Australia again. 
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Junior Pathfinder girls, in perfect unison, put on a display of exercises called eurythmics. 
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The basketry and canework 
display showed a wide variety 
of articles, from baskets to 
sun hats and picnic hampers. 
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The senior Pathfinders demon- 
strate the latest method of 
artificial respiration. Two of 
the four teams are shown. 





Those large black objects are 
birds’ eggs, surrounded by 
sea shells. Other displays 
were leather, pottery, engi- 
neering, airplanes, and art. 


The senior Pathfinders dem- 
onstrate a _ technique in 


lifesaving. Note the large 
crowd that came to watch. 














SKIPPING SCHOOL FOR 


|S ANYONE watching?” thought Chris- 
tine, looking furtively up and down the 
hall. “No, there’s no one around. Now is 
my chance!” 

Quicker than it takes to tell, she slipped 
through an open window in the school hall- 
way, dropped a few feet to the ground, and 
began running up the street as fast as her 
feet would go. Her mind buzzed with many 
thoughts, but one was above every other: 
“I must go to Sabbath school!” 

Christine lived in Central Java where 
boys and girls go to school six days a week 
—every day except Sunday. But Christine’s 
mother was a Seventh-day Adventist. She 
had prayed during the war as she knelt be- 
fore the enemy waiting to be killed, and 
God had saved her life. 

Now she was praying for Christine, her 
oldest child, and each of her four other 
children. How she wanted them to love the 
truth as she did! But Father was not an 
Adventist. He did not believe that going to 
Sabbath school and church made any dif- 
ference and so he kept on teaching in the 
government school—the same one from 
which Christine had just run away! 

Up the street, around one corner and then 
another, ran Christine. 

“There’s the church!” she gasped at last. 
“I hope Mother is not too surprised to see 
me. 

She hesitated outside the door, and pushed 
back her long black hair. She straightened 
her clothes, caught her breath, and quietly 
slipped inside. Sabbath school had just be- 
gun. Quickly she spotted Mother singing the 
opening hymn as she held Baby Peter in 
one arm and helped Christine’s only sister 
hold a songbook with the other. 
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PHOTOS BY AUTHOR 


Christine, the girl who skipped 
school for God, stands happily 
in the midst of her friends. 


Mrs. Mantusea’s eyes 
grew wide with surprise 
as she saw Christine come 
into the pew beside them. 
The song was interrupted 
for only a measure as she 
searched her daughter's 
eyes to find out how she 
had gotten there. Then she 
smiled reassuringly, and 
resumed her song. 
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After the service as she was walking home 
with the three children, Mother asked, “Does 
Father know you skipped school to come to 
church?” 

“No,” replied Christine. “I jumped out 
the window when no one was looking. I 
had to come, Mother. This is Sabbath. I 
believe just as you do and I want to grow 
up to be just like you!” 

Nothing more was said. The week passed 
by. Sabbath came once more. 

Again Christine took her books and went 


to school. She reported “Present” to the 








teacher and then, when no one was looking, 
jumped out the hall window and joined her 
mother at church. 

“Where were you last Saturday morning 
after roll call?” inquired one of Christine's 
classmates on Monday. “I saw you report to 
the teacher and then I never saw you again 
all day.” 

“I was called away from school for some- 
thing very important,” Christine replied 
with a little catch in her voice. 

Another week passed by. The same thing 
occurred. 

“I know what you do on Saturdays,” said 
Christine's classmate. “I followed behind 
you last week. I saw you jump out of the 
window and run away. Where did you go?” 

“Sh!” commanded Christine as her dark 
eyes snapped. “Don’t speak so loudly!” 

“But where did you go?” persisted her 
friend. 

“I went to church,” said Christine in a low 
voice. “Saturday is my Sabbath and I believe 
as my mother does!” 

“But why don’t you go tell the head- 
master? I think he would let you get out of 
school altogether on Saturdays,” continued 
the classmate. 

“No, I talked to him. He was very harsh 
with me and said he could not give me per- 
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mission to be absent on Saturday. My 
teacher told me she would tell my father and 
punish me severely if I was absent on that 
day,” said Christine. “I’ve done everything 
I know to do, so now I just skip school and 
go to church anyway!” 

“My!” breathed her friend in surprise and 
admiration. “You love your church a lot, 
don’t you? I promise I won't tell.” 

But the very next Sabbath the classmate 
did tell, even though she didn’t mean to. 

Christine went to school, reported to the 
teacher, jumped out of the window, attended 
Sabbath school and church with her mother, 
and they all arrived home just before Father 
came from school. She was getting so that 
she felt quite secure in this Saturday routine. 

As the family was visiting together, some- 
one knocked on the door. Christine jumped 
to her feet to answer it, but her father mo- 
tioned for her to be seated. 

“Tl answer it,” he assured her. 

“Here are some books,” a young girl said 
as she handed them to Father. 

“Where did you get them?” Mr. Mantusea 
inquired. 

“Why, they are Christine's. She forgot 
them when she left school this morning, so 
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I brought them home for her,” the young ° 
classmate replied. 

“Left school? When did Christine leave 
school this morning?” inquired the father, 
as his voice grew louder and his face turned 
red. 

The little caller loved Christine very much. 
She wanted to protect her friend, but what 
could she say with a big teacher from the 
government school standing over her the 
way this one was? 

“Why, when she had to go to Sabbath 
school,” said the frightened girl hardly above 
a whisper, and then turned and fled. 

“Christine!” exclaimed the enraged man 
as he threw the books on the floor and 
grabbed a big stick. “Come here! I saw you 
jump out of the school window and run 
away this morning!” 


Oh, how the father beat his daughter chen SP 


“Are you going to government school or 
Sabbath school on Saturdays from now on?” 
he asked as he stopped pounding her. 

“I'm going to Sabbath school, Father. 
Jesus will help me,” Christine answered him. 

After threatening his daughter many 
times, Father turned away quickly and left 

To page 21 
































1 LITTLE GLIMPSES AT GREAT MUSICIANS _ 






THE DEAF COMPOSER 


LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN 


By VERNE KELSEY 


wat a tragic childhood poor little Lud- 
wig had! His father made him begin to 
study the piano when he was only four. A 
neighbor tells of seeing the tiny fellow stand- 
ing on a stool in front of the piano with 
streams of tears running down his cheeks. 
His father was a tenor singer at the court 
in Bonn and he should have had enough 
money to feed and clothe his family prop- 
erly, but he didn’t because he spent all he 
earned on drink at the tavern. 

Often he would come home at midnight 
with some of his friends and haul little 
Ludwig out of bed to entertain them until 
morning with his playing. Even though Lud- 
wig did love music, you couldn’t expect him 
to enjoy such treatment. 

Not until he was nine did he find some- 
one who could really be his friend and com- 
panion. He loved his mother, but the terrible 
way that Father treated her made her so un- 
happy that it is said no one ever saw her 








smile. But his teacher, Neefe, saw something 
fine in the boy, and he befriended him. He 
had Ludwig appointed as assistant court 
organist when he was thirteen. 

Even as a little boy Ludwig had begun 
to write music. Some of it was too difficult 
for him to play, but he used to say, “I will 
play it when I grow up.” When he was sev-, 
enteen he had a chance to play for the great 
composer Mozart in Vienna, but Mozart 
was not too much impressed with Ludwig's 
music, which was a real disappointment. 

Shortly after this experience another trag- 
edy occurred—his mother died. Then his 
drunken father sold her clothes for a few 
pennies and spent the money on drink. It 
was a great shock to the lad. 

You might think that all of this unhappi- 
ness would have crushed his spirits, but it 
seemed only to make him more determined 
to solve his problems and make of himself 
a great musician. This he did, but you can 
hear through all his com- 
positions echoes of the 


struggle. 
At the age of twenty- 
one he met the well- 





































known Haydn, who was 
kind to him, inviting him 
to come to Vienna and 
study with him. This be- 
came his home from then 
on until his death. 

His early works do not 
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Friends gathered to listen to 
Beethoven play music he had 
composed but could not hear. 
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[ DO YOU THINK? — 
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WRITE US YOUR ANSWER. 
WIN A FREE BOOK! 


The Problem 


Jean and Joan have parts on the Saturday 
night program. It is to be a big affair, and 
the program director has told all the par- 
ticipants they must arrive at the auditorium 
early. 

With daylight saving, the sun goes down 
late, and there isn't much time between the 
end of Sabbath and the beginning of the 
program. 

Jean thinks about the program all Sab- 
bath afternoon, and begins to dress an hour 
before sunset. She is one of the first to reach 
the auditorium. 

Joan remembers that the program is a 
secular one. She waits fill after sundown 
worship to begin to dress. She hurries as 
quickly as she can, but arrives after the pro- 
gram was supposed to begin, keeping ev- 
erything late. 

What do you think? Which girl did right? 


How to Win the Book 


Write out your answer and mail it to 
Lawrence Maxwell, Junior Guide, Washing- 
ton 12, D.C., U.S.A., so it arrives before 
July 10. 

We will print the good answers in JUNIOR 
GUIDE; and to the three juniors sending the 
three best answers, we will give a free copy 
of volume four of The Bible Story by Uncle 
Arthur. 

Be sure to include your age (you must be 
from ten to fifteen years of age to be eli- 
gible), and your address. We will be waiting 
to hear from you. 














sound so different from those of Mozart and 
Haydn, but from about 1800 on he launched 
out in a new direction. He gave his music a 
more personal expression. Sometimes he is 
called the man who “freed” music. 

Can you think of anything worse than for 
a musician to become deaf? This is just 
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what happened to Beethoven, and this final 
blow nearly crushed him entirely. Even in 
his twenties he could tell that he was losing 
his hearing. He finally became wholly deaf, 
and could hear only the music he imagined 
in his mind. Perhaps that is one reason why 
he tried to make music a personal expression. 

His works include nine symphonies, many 
string quartets, sonatas, and other works. 

Perhaps the most famous is his Fifth 
Symphony. It was played over the radio 
many times during the war to encourage 
the people in Europe, for the first four notes 
sound - - - , which is Morse code for 
V—'"V” for Victory. 

In 1827 he was still struggling against fate. 
But gradually his health began to give way 
and for months he grew weaker until finally 
he took to his bed. One day a dark storm 
came up with vivid lightning and crashing 
thunder. Just at the moment of one of the 
lightning flashes Beethoven raised up his 
clenched fist in a final gesture of defiance 
and fell back dead. 

Twenty thousand people stood outside his 
house on the day of his funeral and a long 
procession followed him to the burying 
ground where he was laid to rest with all 
the honor due a great musician. 








The Lost Boat 
From page 3 


hind as the sleek craft sliced through the 
water. Balance was right; line was perfect. 
It was a boat to make any boy proud. Terry 
paddled along behind, happily keeping a 
steady watch as the boat gaily rode through 
the little waves, her sails billowing out in 
the breeze. Becoming more confident and 
expert in handling it, Terry set the rudder 


- and gave it a little push. It sailed in a large 


semi-circle and came back to the shallow 
water about fifty yards down shore. Terry 
tried it again and once more the boat made 
its journey and returned. This was the hap- 
piest day that he had ever known. Again 
and again he sent his gallant ship on voyages 
around the world, each time to have it come 
back laden with gold and silver. Several 
times it became a missionary ship taking 


doctors, nurses, and ministers to the people . 


far across the sea. 

Then came tragedy! 

A sudden gust of wind caught the boat 
broadside and veered it out of its course. 
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It headed away from the shore and turned 
its prow toward the open sea. Terry splashed 
quickly after it. The boat raced quicker than 
Terry could wade. In no time at all it was 
well out of reach and Terry had no hope 
of catching it. 

Terry was all boy; but to see his own 
boat that he had chiseled and carved and 
painted disappearing as a little black dot 
being swept out toward the horizon, was 
more than he could stand. A tear trickled 
down his cheek. Others followed, all warm 
and salt. Terry knew that this was the un- 
happiest day in all his life. All the work he 
had put into the making and all the loving 
care he had given were lost—lost. 

All that week there was a cloud and a 
shadow hanging over him from which Terry 
could not escape. Ray and his other pals tried 
to cheer him up; they tried to get him to 
play ball—even offered to make him cap- 
tain! But nothing seemed the same any more. 

“Terry! Terry!” The impatient call rang 
across the yard. Terry, sitting in the work- 
shop looking again at the drawings from 
which he had made his ship, peered out 
through the window and saw Ray chasing 
across the yard toward him. 

“Terry!” 

There was an excited note in the call. 
Terry pushed open the door to admit his 
friend. 

“Hello, Ray.” 

“Terry, I've seen it!” 

“Seen what?” 

“Why, your boat, of course. It’s in the 
window of a shop downtown.” 

“My boat! Are you sure?” 

“’Course I am.” 

Terry was gone. He paused at the gate. 
“Come on, Ray. Don’t be such a slowpoke. 
Where is the shop?” 

Then the two boys were running down the 
road as fast as they could go. 

Panting and out of breath, they stopped 
outside the window of the secondhand shop. 
There could be no mistake about it. That 
was Terry’s boat right in the center of the 
window. Snatching a hasty breath, the boys 
plunged through the door. 

“Please, Mister, that’s my boat that you 
have in your window. I made it and as I 
was sailing it the wind took it out to sea. 
I never thought that I would see it again. 
But, oh, I am so glad you've got it safe! 
Please can I have it now?” And Terry held 
out his hands. He was out of breath again. 





“Not so fast, young man, not so fast. I 
don’t know about it being your ship. A boat- 
man brought it in here, said that he'd fished 
it out of the water ‘way out in the bay. 
Could be yours, I suppose. But I had to pay 
him for it, and you'll have to buy it back 
if you want it.” 

“Buy it?” Terry was crestfallen. 

“Yes, I cannot afford to lose what I paid 
for it. It will cost you five dollars.” 

Terry swallowed hard. It was his boat, 
and he wanted it more than anything in the 
world. But he didn’t have five dollars. “Mis- 
ter, I haven't got five dollars, but I’ve got to 
have my boat. Will you keep it for me till 
I get the money?” 

“Well, yes, I guess that’s fair enough. I'll 
hold it for a couple of weeks for you.” 

Terry had no more time for games; ev- 
ery spare minute was spent in doing odd jobs 
and running errands for the neighbors. Ev- 
ery dime and cent he earned was carefully 
saved until at last the five dollars was made 
up. 
Tired from the job he had just done to 
raise the last quarter, Terry made his way 
downtown to the secondhand shop. The boat 
was not in the window. It was gone! 

Terry burst into the shop. “Have you 
Is my boat That is—have you still got 
it?” 

“Yes, son, I promised I'd keep it for you,” 
and the shopkeeper lifted it out from under 
the counter. 

The pennies and quarters were pulled out 
of his pocket and Terry counted out the 
five dollars. The shopman smilingly handed 
over the boat. Terry took it and looked it 
over. The paint was a little scratched and 
one sail was a bit torn; but that did not 
matter. Terry hugged it close and said, “Lit- 
tle boat, you are twice mine now. I made you, 
and then I bought you. You are twice mine 
now.” 

The shopkeeper touched Terry on the 
shoulder. As he turned and looked up at 
the man he saw a kindly gleam in his eyes. 
“Son,” said the man softly. “That's what 
Jesus has done for you. He made you, and 
when you had gone away from Him, He 
bought you back. So really you are twice 
His.” 

“Yes,” said Terry quietly to himself as 
he walked home clutching his boat tight. 
“As long as I've got you, my boat, I shall re- 
member that Jesus made me and bought me. 


So He did.” 
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The Tide Will Never Wait 
From page 5 


When they were all safely together, Teddy 
warned, “Now listen, you fellows, none of 
us has a watch, and we can count on only 
two hours at the most to be on this rock. 
Leave it any longer, and we might find the 
tide so high that we will have to spend the 
night on Pilot Rock.” 

Billy Joe laughed. “That would be quite 

n adventure.” 

“That is what you think now, but when 
the sun is gone and the wind starts howling 
around this rock, it’s not such an adventure. 
The waves crash at the base of the rock and 
spray you until you are wet clean through, 
and shivering like nothing. I know, because 
I have been out here with Daddy when he 
brought his boat, and we stayed, because he 
says that usually the fish bite well when the 
tide starts on the way out. No sir! I don’t 
want to stay the night on Pilot Rock.” 

All three got down to the business at 
hand—fishing. 

There was great excitement when Teddy 
landed the first fish. Soon Billy Joe had two, 
and Larry and Teddy equaled his score. 

When you are out fishing and the fish are 
biting reasonably well, and especially when 
you have no watch to tell you the time, the 
hours seem to pass on wings. Thus it was 
for Billy Joe and Larry and Teddy on their 
expedition to Pilot Rock. 

The sun was sinking down lower and 
lower in the west. 

Billy Joe wanted to catch one more fish so 
that he could say he was a better fisherman 
than the small boys. It would be quite a 
disgrace not to beat them at this game! 
And so Billy Joe almost willfully forgot the 
time. He just knew that he could make it 
back to the mainland before the tide cheated 
his efforts. Billy Joe was going to have rea- 
son to change his mind before the sun set 
that day! 

It was Teddy who suddenly lifted his face 
to the sky, and cried in alarm, “You fel- 
lows, we should be over on the beach by 
now. We've been here a long time. Come on, 
let’s get moving!” 

“Scaredy cat!” muttered Billy Joe in a 
very aggravating tone. “We haven't been 
here any two hours.” 

“Bet you we have!” retorted Larry. “Teddy 
always knows. You do what he says and 


everything will turn out all right. You'll see.” 

Billy Joe had still not caught that one 
extra fish and he just had to show those two 
little fellows they didn’t know everything, 
even if they could tell him how to tell which 
way the tide was moving. And so Billy Joe 
stalled, and waited for the one extra fish. 

At last the fish bit! It was a beauty! Billy 
Joe knew it was by the way it slithered and 
thrashed through the water. He bore pa- 
tiently with it for ten minutes or more, 
getting a thrill every time it turned sideways 
in the water and the silver of its sides and 
belly gleamed up at him from the blue-green 
waters. But Billy Joe eventually lost patience 
waiting for the fish to come of its own free 
will, and so he yanked angrily and tugged 
violently. Zing! went the line, searing hot, 
through his fingers, and snap! the line broke 
and the fish was free. The remaining line 
felt horribly light in his hand. 

“That's how it always is!” shouted an 
angry Billy Joe, “the biggest ones always 
get off!” 

Teddy and Larry laughed and laughed. 
That was what Daddy always said to tease 
them when a fish broke free from them! 

“Now we have to go, Billy Joe, whether 
you like the idea or not. We do it the same 
way as we did it before. You go first. There 
is only one thing different, though. You will 
have to be mighty, mighty careful, because 
if I know anything, we might have waited 
too long. Hurry, don’t waste a minute. I'll 
gather up your stuff while you test the wa- 
ter. 

Billy Joe, still very maddened because of 
the fish that got away, wasn’t in any hurry 
to be ordered about by a nine-year-old, so 
he took his time about climbing down the 
rock and rolling his jeans. 

Billy Joe’s face was a real picture of horror 
the next time Teddy and Larry looked in 
his direction..A heavy wave swirled in around 
the base of the rock, and in a flash, water 
was up under Billy's armpits. 

“Help!” screamed Billy Joe, who did not 
even pretend to be a champion swimmer. 
“Help!” The wave had gone, and he was 
standing in water almost to his waist. 

“Come back, Billy!” shouted Teddy and 
Larry as if they owned one voice. Billy 
Joe needed no prompting. No one would 
get him in that swirling mass again if he 
tried to take him in to escape a herd of wild 
buffaloes! 

The three sat on a jutting piece of the 


JUNE 1, 1955 / 19 











You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Bible Cities in the United States 


Aby LOIS SNELLING 


Many places in the United States are named for 
cities in the Bible lands. By reading the verses given, 
you may visit six cities or towns in the United 
States. 


1. Revelation 3:7. A city in Pennsylvania. 
2. Acts 18:24. A city in Virginia. 

3. Acts 28:16. A city in New York. 
4. Hosea 9:6. A city in Tennessee. 
5. Luke 24:13. A city in Pennsylvania. 
6. Acts 28:12. A city in New York. 


Double-Letter Names 


/By GRACE V. WATKINS 


Each of the following names from the Bible has 
a double letter in it, as indicated below. A clue is 
given to each name. 


lL... BB... 1. Released in Jesus’ place. 
(Matt. 27:26.) 

2. ..EE............ 2. Prince of the devils. (Mark 

: 3:22.) 

am «8G... 3. Book of Bible before Zech- 
ariah. 

© ccc « 4. Book of the Bible after Na- 
hum. 

ree ie 6. One of Jesus’ disciples. 
(Matt. 9:9.) 

se 7. She (and her husband) lied 
to Peter. (Acts 5:1, 8.) 

7.AA 8. Brother of Moses. (Ex. 4: 
14.) 





Places in the Life of Jesus 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON, 


Here are the mixed-up names of five places that 
were important in the story of Jesus’ life. Do you 
know them? 

1. EHTBMEHLE—Town 

(Matt. 2:1.) 

2. GPETY—Country to which Jesus was taken as a 

baby. (Matt. 2:14.) 

3. AANTHEZR—Town where Jesus lived as a boy. 

(Matt. 2:23.) [ i‘. 
4. HETGMASENE—The ‘garden where Jesus prayed 

(Matt. 26:36.) 

5. REJASUMLE—City where Jesus was crucified. 

(Matt. 16:21.) 


where Jesus was born. 


Lost Children 
{+ By OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON \“ 


Nine Bible mothers are listed here. Following 
each name are three other names, one the child 
of the mother. Can you help the mother find her 
child? 

. Sarah (Isaac, Abraham, Jacob) 

. Rachel (Laban, Joseph, Noah) 

. Bathsheba (David, Solomon, Jonathan) 

. Eunice (Paul, Philip, Timothy) 

. Elisabeth (John the Baptist, Mark, Lazarus) 
. Ruth (Orpah, Obed, Esther) 

. Rebekah (Jacob, Isaac, Cain) 

. Hannah (Eli, Samuel, Saul) 

. Hagar (Amos, Malachi, Ishmael) 


WONIHAUPWHD — 


ANSWERS 
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rock and eyed each other dismally and a 
little accusingly. “We'll be lucky to get off 
this island in a month of Sundays, Billy 
Joe!” snorted Teddy. “You're the biggest, 
and you should have known better than to 
stay so long. I told you we should go.” 

“Don’t be such a little smarty!” retorted 
Billy Joe. “You know all about the rock 
and the ocean and the tides and fishing and, 
well, everything there is to know. Why didn’t 
you get going without me?” 

Larry thought up the answer for that one: 
“You told us when we first came on the 
rock that you knew how long it takes two 
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hours to go, and that you would tell us when 
it was safe to leave.” 

Billy Joe was stumped. He sat dejectedly 
with his hands cupping his face. He said 
nothing for many minutes, and then he 
spoke merely to ask where his sweater was 
because the breeze was freshening more each 
time it puffed at him. His sweater, he found, 
had been dropped lower down the rock and 
was now very definitely sprayed. He threw 
it down with utter disgust, and sat morosely 
watching the waves whisk up the side of 
the rock. 

“What are we going to do?” demanded 


ox 











Larry. “Mother and Daddy probably won't 
even think of us coming out here so far 
away by ourselves. They knew we had our 
gear, but when I left home it was just to go 
on the pier, where so many people go fishing 
that you couldn't possibly get into anything 
dangerous.” 

“People don’t very often come this way, 
either,” added Teddy, and it seemed to Billy 
Joe that the youngsters were really trying 
to rub it in. “People don’t very often come 
o far off the highway. We'll be spending 
the night on Pilot Rock after all!” 

Billy Joe suspected that Teddy was en- 
joying the situation, but that was not at 
all the case. Teddy knew what night on the 
rock meant, and he was hoping fervently 
that someone would chance that way before 
darkness fell. Who it could be, though, he 
couldn’t even begin to imagine. 


(We'll finish the story next week!) 





Skipping School for God 
From page 14 


the house. Christine dropped into a chair 
as her mother and brothers and sister gath- 
ered around. 

“Let's all pray for Father,” said the faith- 
ful mother as she tried to comfort her eldest 
child. “Let's pray and pray and pray!” 

And that family did pray—every day that 
week. 

When Sabbath came, Mr. Mantusea arose 
early and went to his school. The two older 
boys went to school, too. But Christine 
did not go. This morning she went straight 
to Sabbath school. 

When Mrs. Mantusea and the three chil- 
dren returned from church, the angry father 
was waiting for them. He reported that 
Christine’s teacher had said that she had not 
attended any classes that day and that the 
teacher had said Christine could not pass 
her grade. He said that his job at the school 
would be taken from him if he could not 

et his own daughter to obey him. He even 


said he would beat her harder and harder 
every time she went to Sabbath school. 

“Now,” he said, as his eyes seemed to 
pierce through her whole body, “are you ever 
going to Sabbath school again?” 

“Father, I cannot go to government school 
on Sabbath, no matter what happens,” this 
lovely girl said as she stood before him. 
“Jesus would be unhappy if I did not obey 
Him. It is better to obey God than even 
our earthly father.” 

Mr. Mantusea turned away. 

“My children refuse to obey me! Go to 
Sabbath school! Go to Sabbath school! Go, 
all your life! But don’t ever tell me anything 
about it!” he screamed as he slammed the 
door and left the house. 

Christine and her mother knelt in prayer. 
They thanked God for a victory won. “But 
please, God,” they prayed, “help Father and 
the boys to come to Sabbath school with us.” 

Just six weeks ago I received a letter from 
Christine. Guess what it said. 

Her mother, her sister, all three brothers— 
and her father—are going to Sabbath school 
every week. Her father is baptized, and her 
big brother plans to be soon. 

Through prayer and love and a life that 
spoke of Jesus, Christine helped to turn 
her father’s heart to the Lord. How Chris- 
tine’s eyes shine as she thanks God for this! 

And do you know how Christine is say- 
ing Thank you to Jesus for all He has done 
for her and her family? 

Well, first, she learned how to be the very 
best church school teacher she could be. 
Then she began to teach boys and girls, and 
how they love her! 

“I must teach them well,” she says. “I 
want them to love church school so much 
that they will never want to miss a day of 
school—unless”—and her eyes twinkle— 
“unless they need to skip school for God!” 








COVER PICTURE by Samuel Myslis. Story il- 
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X!—Paul Prophesies in the Christian Warfare 


(JUNE 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Test: Ephesians 6:10-18. 


Memory Verse: “Fight the good fight of faith, 
lay hold on eternal life, whereunto thou art also 
called” (1 Timothy 6:12). 


Guiding Thought 


Paul was a great soldier. In the earlier part of 
his life he was a strong soldier under the enemy's 
banner, but when he answered Christ's call, he 
became a loyal soldier in His army. Braving dan- 
gers of every kind, he went steadily forward, lead- 
ing in the invasion of every country with the gos- 
pel. He knew the hardships we have to face. He 
knew how indispensable is the Christian’s armor. 
He knew how subtle the foe is. Best of all, he 
prophesied that those who enlist in Christ’s army 
and remain loyal to the Captain would be victori- 
ous. So in his letters to us who are in the thickest 
part of the battle, he sends words of encourage- 
ment to be good, loyal soldiers, looking in faith 
for the victory that is nearly in sight, so that we 
can say as he said near the end of his life, “I have 
fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I 
have kept the faith: henceforth there is laid up 
for me a crown of righteousness, which the Lord, 
the righteous judge, shall give me at that day: 
and not to me only, but unto all them also that 
love his appearing” (2 Tim. 4:7, 8). 


SUNDAY 
Enlisting in the Army of Christ 


1. In what warfare does Paul tell us every 
Christian must have a part? (1 Tim. 6:12.) 


2. What must the one who enlists in the army 
of Christ be ready to do? (2 Tim. 2:3, 4.) 


NOTE.—'The example of Christ shows us that 
our only hope of victory is in continual resistance 
of Satan’s attacks. He who triumphed over the 
adversary of souls in the conflict of temptations 
understands Satan’s power over the race, and has 
conquered him in our behalf. As an overcomer, He 
has given us the advantage of His victory, that in 
our efforts to resist the temptations of Satan we 
may unite our weakness to His strength, our worth- 
lessness to His merits. And sustained by His endur- 
ing might under the strength of temptation, we 
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may resist in His all-powerful name, and overcome 
as He overcame.’—Messages to Young People, 
p. 50 


For further reading: Messages to Young People, 
p. 104, paragraph 1. 


MONDAY 


Paul Foretells the Battle in the Last Days 

3. What are we fighting against? (Eph. 6:12.) 

NoTE.—"Terrible is the struggle that takes 
place between the forces of good and of evil in 
important centers where the messengers of truth 
are called upon to labor. ‘We wrestle not against 
flesh and blood,’ declares Paul, ‘but against prin- 
cipalities, against powers, against the rulers of the 
darkness of this world.’ Till the close of time, there 
will be a conflict between the church of God and 
those who are under the control of evil angels.” 
—The Acts of the Apostles, p. 219. 


4. What are some of the characteristics of the 
enemies of God? (2 Tim. 3:1-5.) 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 219, paragraph 2; p. 220. 


TUESDAY 
Paul Foretells the Enemy’s Camouflage 


5. The opposing forces are not making it easy 
for us to fight the good fight of faith. How does 
the archenemy seek to disguise himself? (2 Thess. 
2:3, 4.) 

6. Name some of the camouflage tricks he 
uses. (Verse 9; 2 Cor. 11:14, 15.) 


NoTE.—'"I have been shown that we must be 
guarded on every side and perseveringly resist the 
insinuations and devices of Satan. He has trans- 
formed himself into an angel of light and is de 
ceiving thousands and leading them captive. The 
advantage he takes of the science of the human 
mind, is tremendous. Here, serpentlike, he im- 
perceptibly creeps in to corrupt the work of God. 
The miracles and works of Christ he would make 
appear as the result of human skill and power. 
If he should make an open, bold attack upon 
Christianity, it would bring the Christian in dis- 
tress and agony to the feet of his Redeemer, and 
his strong and mighty Deliverer would put the 




















bold adversary to flight. He therefore transforms 
himself into an angel of light and works upon 
the mind to allure from the only safe and right 
path.” —Testimonies, vol. 1, p. 290. 


7. What use does Satan make of propaganda 
methods? (1 Tim. 4:1, 2; 2 Tim. 4:3, 4.) 


For further reading: Messages to Young People, 
p. 51, paragraphs 2, 3; p. 52, paragraphs 1, 2. 


WEDNESDAY 


The Soldier’s Armor 


8. As darkness continues to enshroud our 
7 0 what must the Christian do? (Rom. 13: 
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NOTE.—"God calls upon every Christian to 
enter the warfare and fight under His leadership, 
depending for success on the grace and help of 
Heaven. We are to go forward in the strength of 
the Mighty One. Never are we to yield to Satan's 
attacks.” —Testimonies, vol. 9, pp. 219, 220. 


9. Of what does this armor consist? (Eph. 6: 
14-17.) 

10. What protection does the complete outfit 
give the Christian soldier? (Verse 13.) 


NOTE.—‘‘We must have on the whole armor 
of God and be ready at any moment for a con- 
flict with the powers of darkness. When tempta- 
tions and trials rush in upon us, let us go to God, 
and agonize with Him in prayer. He will not 
turn us away empty, but will give us grace and 
strength to overcome, and to break the power of 
the enemy. Oh, that all could see these things 
in their true light, and endure hardness as good 
soldiers of Jesus!”—Early Writings, p. 46. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 502, paragraphs 2, 3. 


THURSDAY 
Paul Foretells Victory 


11. The Christian’s battle is a hard one, but 
as long as he wears his armor and keeps his 
faith he knows he will be victorious. What does 
Paul say about keeping up our courage as we 
fight? (2 Cor. 4:8, 9.) 

NOTE.—"Those who are finally victorious will 
have seasons of terrible perplexity and trial in 
their religious life; but they must not cast away 
their confidence, for this is a part of their dis- 
cipline in the school of Christ, and it is essential 
in order that all dross may be purged away. The 
servant of God must endure with fortitude the 
attacks of the enemy, his grievous taunts, and 
must overcome the obstacles which Satan will 
place in his way.... 

“He seeks to make the pathway as sorrowful 
as possible; but if you keep looking up, not down 
at your difficulties, you will not faint in the way, 
you will soon see Jesus reaching His hand to help 
you, and you will only have to give Him your 
hand in simple confidence, and let Him lead you. 
As you become trustful, you will become hopeful.” 
—Messages to Young People, p. 63. 


12. Victory over temptation and sin is not the 
only victory promised the children of God. Over 
what great enemy is victory also foretold? (1 
Cor. 15:51, 52, 57.) 


For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ble, pp. 102, 103. 
FRIDAY 


THSSTHVCTR TTA Vac MT 
HTHWRLDVNRFTH 

Insert vowels and separate this string of letters 
into words, and you will have a verse that gives 
us the secret of victory (1 John 5:4). 











Satan tries to make the path to heaven 
as sorrowful as possible. But look up! 


Jesus is reaching down to help you. 
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Gulo, the Wolverine, No. 1-By Harry Baerg 
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1. The wolverine of the northern forests looks like 
a cross between a skunk and a bear, but some trap- 
pers who have had to do with him think he is a 
cross between the bear and the devil. 2. His long 
oily fur is prized by Eskimos for trimming their 














parkas. It does not collect frost as easily as other 
furs and when it does the ice can be pulled off the 
hairs without pulling them out. 3. Gulo, which is 
the Latin for wolverine and means “glutton,” was 
one of three young born in an Alaskan cave one June. 
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4. Gulo’s fur grew rapidly. It was not dark brown 
like his mother’s but a light creamy color, darker 
on the legs and back. In a few weeks the young 
wolverines were the size of muskrats and waddled 
around on stubby bowlegs. 5. The mother wolverine 


was fond of her brood and would attack anything, no 
matter how large, that came near the den. 6. By fall 
the cubs were ready to leave home. As a rule wol- 
verines are too ill-tempered to get along together, 
but for a time Gulo hunted mice with his brother. 


























7. One day they found the carcass of a caribou that 
had been killed by wolves. Eagerly they tore at it 
and filled themselves with the fresh meat. 8. They 
were so busy that they did not see the wolves come 
back till they were very close. The wolves were com- 
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ing after more meat to take to their young. 9. When 
they saw the wolverines busy gulping it down they 
became very angry and ran after the short-legged 
gluttons. Grown wolverines have been known to 
chase wolves from their prey, but this was different. 








